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A   WORD  IN  PREFACE 

This  is  the  shortest  book  on  record  on 
the  greatest  subject  on  earth.  Yet  I 
contend  that  its  import  is  greater  than 
that  of  many  a  iveighty  tome.  For  it 
is  written  by  one  who  has  lived,  loved, 
and  lost  none  of  his  ideals,  and  proffers 
to  his  neighbour  the  pure  ivine  of  his 
fruitful  vine. 


PART  I. 

THIS  is  a  little  book  of  women 
for  men.  Not  a  book  of  great 
learning,  but  I  hope  of  some 
understanding  and  profound  sym- 
pathy. As  a  soul-doctor — of  my 
own  choice — and  unhallowed  by 
Varsity  degree,  I  have  devoted  a  great 
part  of  my  life  to  the  other  sex  ; 
to  their  joys,  and,  more,  to  their 
woes,  sufferings  and  misinterpre- 
tation. I  have  shown  some  the  way 
of  happiness,  in  single  blessedness, 
in  wedlock,  and  in  severance  of 
bonds.  I  have  cultivated  the  Mag- 
dalen and  learned  to  love,  aye,  to 
honour  her.  I  have  fathomed  the 
mysteries  and  miseries  of  many 
marriages,  and  I  have  come  to  the 
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conclusion  that,  in  England,  at  any 
rate,  the  average  man  knows  nothing 
of  a  woman's  soul  and  very  little  of 
her  bodily  organization.  Nor  would 
I  for  a  moment  be  vain  and  fool- 
hardy enough  to  boast  that  I  under- 
stand woman  to  the  full,  for  she  is 
the  most  tangled  riddle  of  the 
Universe.  But  this,  I,  no  longer 
young  in  years,  yet  unaccursed  by 
the  scourge  of  the  age,  the  disease 
of  being  blase,  and  romantic  to  a 
fault,  may  be  allowed  to  aver,  that 
I  have  come  as  near  to  the  inner 
shrine  of  womanhood  as  is  given  to 
most  men,  and  that  I  have  gained 
this  understanding  by  the  key  of 
human  sympathy  and — I  am  no 
saint — by  the  ripe  fruit  of  the  Tree 
of  Knowledge  that  has  fallen  my 
way  in  the  many  years  that  I  lived 
and  worked  in  London  unattached. 
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Subsequently  the  treasure-trove  of  a 
mate  unique  in  comradeship,  in 
forbearance  and  understanding,  who 
has  never  looked  askance  at  my 
palships  with  other  women,  has 
widened  my  horizon.  Indeed, 
through  her  my  veneration  for  the 
other  sex  has  grown  beyond  descrip- 
tion. For  she,  in  her  untrammeled 
views,  in  her  infinite  love  of  both 
men  and  women,  has  disclosed  to 
me  many  secrets  of  the  female  heart 
which  escape  even  the  most  zealously 
observant  of  men.  So,  much  of  the 
little  imparted  by  this  volume  is 
due  to  the  hidden  hand  of  my  life 
companion,  to  whom  I  would  in- 
scribe it  in  unfailing  love  and 
gratitude. 


II 


PART  II. 

THERE  is  a  mountain  near  our 
glorious  Buxton  whose  name  might 
be  the  "Leitmotif"  of  all  that 
follows.  You  may  smile  when  you 
read  it ;  but  with  a  moment's  re- 
flection your  intelligence  will  get 
the  better  of  your  sense  of  humour. 
To  nearly  all  women  may  fitly  be 
applied  the  description  of  the  "  Cat 
and  the  Fiddle."  She  is  feline,  not 
merely  in  the  animal  and  the 
paltry  sense  of  the  word,  but  in  the 
higher  one  which  stamps  the  cat 
as  the  most  sensitive,  the  most 
impressionable,  the  most  loyal  and 
the  most  intuitive  of  all  creatures. 
A  cat,  like  all  beings,  may  be 
beguiled  by  touch,  cajoling,  dainties, 
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but  the  cat  of  breed  and  life's 
experience  is  the  most  wonderful 
appreciator  of  character  in  Nature. 

She  will  by  instinct  tolerate  or 
shun  you  at  the  first  approach  ;  she 
will  accept  your  caress  or  reject  it  ; 
she  will  purr  or  proffer  a  claw  ;  she 
will  yield  herself,  conquered  by  the 
sympathy  of  your  skin.  But  woe 
betide  you  if  you  betray  her  con- 
fidence and  affection.  Then  she 
becomes  the  cat  of  tradition. 
Schiller  once  wrote  of  women  trans- 
formed into  hyenas  (although  I 
believe  the  hyena  to  be  a  beast 
much  maligned  by  tradition),  and 
he  said  tersely  what  is  the  well- 
discussed  experience  of  men  who 
have  suborned  the  nature  of  women. 

She  is  also  a  fiddle  ;  the  finest 
Strad  in  creation.  The  male  bow, 
who  knows  how  to  play  her  because 

13 


THE  ETERNAL  FEMININE 
his  soul  vibrates  in  the  swing,  will 
elicit  tones  that  are  divine ;  the 
male  bow,  merely  playing  with 
technique  and  unmoved  by  under- 
standing from  within,  will  still 
bring  forth  some  music,  but  without 
resonance,  without  that  thrill  which 
betokens  complete  harmony  of 
instrument  and  player ;  and  woe 
betide  the  male  bow  that  wantonly 
practises  on  the  fiddle  as  a  play- 
thing ;  merely  bestrums  it  to  gratify 
his  would-be  pleasure,  his  vanity, 
his  egotism.  Then  there  is  caco- 
phony, horrible  and  broken  chords 
impel  the  abandonment  of  hopeless 
eftort. 


PART  III. 

THE  young  Englishman  who  enters 
life  after  his  school-days  may,  or  may 
not,  be  initiated  in  the  stupidly  called 
"great  secret,"  but  his  knowledge 
is  vague,  and  happy  is  he  who  has 
not  been  corrupted  by  schoolmates 
and  thereby  morally  vitiated  beyond 
reclamation.  But  I  will  leave  these 
sad  side  issues  severely  alone.  This 
is  a  book  of  enlightenment,  not  of 
pathology. 

His  knowledge  is  vague. 
,     He  does  not  realise  the  meaning 
of  puberty. 
He  does  not  know  the  respon- 
sibility of  procreation. 
He  does  not  understand  his  own 

organization. 
He  knows  less  of  the  woman's. 
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THE  ETERNAL  FEMININE 
Least  of  all  does  he  realise  that 
marriage  is  not  merely  a  day  trip, 
nor  a  holiday,  nor  yet  a  honeymoon. 
He  may  or  he  may  not  have  tasted 
forbidden  fruit  culled  by  the  way- 
side ;  he  may  have  felt  the  great 
exaltation,  crave  for  more,  satisfy 
instead  of  restraining  it ;  if  he  is  a 
sportsman  he  may,  in  strenuous  work 
of  the  body,  cease  to  think  of  it  for 
a  time. 

But  to  him  the  love  game  is 
nothing  but  an  adventure  akin  to  a 
drinking  bout  or  a  carousal. 

Nor  does  the  average  English  girl 
see  clear  unless  she  be  endowed  by 
that  instinct  indefinable  of  "  Sex.'* 
Generally,  puberty  comes  to  her  as 
a  strange  manifestation,  a  monthly 
molestation,  a  period  of  pain  and 
depression  about  which  nobody  tells 
her  anything,  least  of  all  her  mother, 
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except  now  and  again  a  well-mean- 
ing friend.  And  even  then  the 
imparting  is  incomplete  and  often 
nefarious.  She  is  not  taught  the 
principles  of  sexual  hygiene — she  is 
told  not  to  bathe  during  a  certain 
time — that  is  all.  What  the  turn 
of  calendar  means  remains  wrapt  in 
mystery. 

Then,  after  having  ill-digested 
novels  and  romances,  thinking  that 
love  is  the  thing  described  in  books, 
they  "  fall  in  love." 

Plainly,  he  sees  a  charming  girl, 
tempting  in  her  low  dress  in  the  ball- 
room ;  she  dances  well,  she  is  all 
smiles,  she  listens  to  him  as  if  he 
were  an  oracle,  they  meet  and  meet 
again,  his  senses  are  more  and  more 
kindled  by  the  splendour  of  her 
skin,  the  fascination  of  her  curves, 
the  lure  of  her  hips  and  lips,  gait 
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or  ankles — a  thousand  attractions  in 
woman  beguile  a  man  ;  have  we  not 
heard  that  a  single  mole  decided  a 
destiny  ? 

He  thinks  of  her,  his  nights  are 
troubled  by  visions  of  her,  virile 
desire  rises  strong  within  him,  she 
haunts  him  at  his  work,  she 
unsettles  his  thoughts,  he  begins  to 
pour  out  senseless  stuff  on  paper  ; 
she  interests  him  vastly,  her  voice 
lingers  in  his  ears — he  is  in  love, 
as  he  thinks  for  ever  and  a  day. 

Then  comes  the  probation  of 
engagement,  and  passion  growing 
apace  glosses  over  all  other  consider- 
ations. There  may  be  dissensions, 
lovers'  quarrels,  periods  of  ennui 
and  silence — passion  strikes  the  eyes 
purblind.  He  thinks  that  she  is 
his  ideal,  his  queen.  And  she,  her 
vision  too  is  blurred  by  the  excite- 
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ment  of  the  seventh  heaven,  the 
expectation  of  the  things  to  come, 
the  glamour  of  preparation.  They 
— and  I  refer  to  the  average  couple, 
not  to  those  who  join  hands  im- 
pelled by  the  mating  of  souls — live  as 
if  treading  on  air.  Sunshine  above 
and  sunshine  ahead,  Eldorado  at  the 
horizon.  "How  jolly  it  is  to  get 
married." 
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PART  IV. 

BY  nature  the  Englishman  is  a 
"scorcher"  and  a  sportsman.  His 
is  the  triumph  of  matter  over  mind. 
He  scorches  in  love  as  he  scorches 
in  the  cricket  field.  The  honey- 
moon, stripped  of  all  its  flummery, 
its  sweet  words,  its  travel,  little 
dinners,  moonshine  sonatas,  is  a 
long  and  spun  out  "  Appassionata." 
He  does  not  consult  her  ;  he  does 
not  study  her  moods  nor  her  nature; 
he  is  the  master  of  the  situation  ;  a 
strong,  powerful,  relentless  master. 
The  springtide  of  youth  surges 
higher  and  higher  in  him  ;  to  him 
the  words  of  the  sapient  French 
mother-in-law,  "Allez-y  mon  gendre 
progressivement "  are  a  myth  ;    he 
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does  not  realise  that  love  is  as  fine 
an  art  as  violin  playing  ;  he  does 
not  know  nor  care  whether  the 
newly-wedded  wife  responds  to  his 
ardour,  or  whether  she  merely  en- 
dures because  it  gives  him  pleasure. 
He  does  not  know  above  all  that  to 
a  woman  tenderness  means  every- 
thing, that  the  so-called  supreme 
moment  often  only  exists  for  him 
because  he  does  not  know  the  two 
clocks  ;  because  he  does  not  under- 
stand the  poetic  beauty  of  "  avant," 
"  pendant,"  "  apres." 

The  two  clocks?  "What  does  that 
mean  ?"  you  will  ask.  It  is  the 
symbol  of  the  two  natures — male 
and  female. 

Man's  nature  acts  like  Mid- 
European  time,  woman's  like  that 
of  Greenwich.  Man,  in  his  desire 
of  accomplishment,  all  too  often  for- 
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gets  that  the  clocks  of  Mid-Europe 
are  an  hour  in  advance  of  the  normal 
time  of  Greenwich.  In  other  words, 
when  man's  nature  is  in  excelsis 
woman's  remains  dormant.  To 
synchronize  the  twain  is  the  secret 
of  the  perfect  lover  ;  to  ignore  the 
time  chart  is  the  origin  of  myriads 
of  unhappy  marriages. 

Once,  in  my  young  days,  I  spent 
an  evening  in  the  drawing-room  of 
a  lady  of  quality  ;  she  was  worn, 
yet  bore  the  traces  of  great  beauty. 
Her  husband  was  a  typical  captajn 
of  the  industry  of  the  Victorian  era. 
She  had  six  lovely  daughters,  all  en- 
gaged, all  flitting  through  the  room 
with  their  ardent  swains.  I  was 
talking  to  her  and  complimenting 
her,  the  proud  mother  of  her  wonder- 
ful "  race."  "  Yes,  I  am  a  proud 
mother,"   she  said,   "  my  girls  are 
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lovely,  and  to  think  that  not  one  of 
them  has  been  conceived  in  pleasure." 
I  hardly  fathomed  the  inwardness 
of  these  bitter  words,  but  oh,  how  I 
learned  to  understand  them  after- 
wards. 

In  her  case  there  had  been  no 
*'  avant,"  there  had  been  a  joyless 
"  pendant,"  and  her  "  apres,"  that 
greatest  exaltation  of  exaltations, 
between  two  people  whose  souls  had 
amalgamated  at  the  harvest  festival 
of  the  bodies,  was  a  satiated  man, 
turning  on  his  side  with  a  gruff 
*'  good-night,"  leaving  an  un- 
quenched  woman  pondering  over 
thoughts  of  things  as  they  might 
have  been  and  things  as  they  were. 

It  is  the  male  egotism  which  has 
peopled  our  Divorce  Courts  beyond 
capacity  ;  it  is  the  male  egotism 
which   has,  according   to    Professor 
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Heering,  created  in  England  count- 
less stunted  women,  women  who 
are  accessible  to  all  the  joys  of  life 
save  one — women  who  remain  in- 
complete unless  the  right  man 
repairs  gradually  the  organic  damage 
done  by  generations  of  men,  setting 
their  own  pleasure  before  their 
mates — who  accept  connubial  life 
as  a  duty,  not  as  the  greatest,  most 
indescribable  joy  of  all,  which  casts 
the  beauties  of  nature,  the  moun- 
tains, the  seas,  the  flowers  and  the 
sunsets  into  the  shade.  Women,  in 
fine,  who  tolerate  marriage  for  the 
sake  of  children,  home  and — sad 
but  true — the  wherewithal  to  drown 
their  delusions  at  the  fount  of  Dame 
Fashion  and  her  acolytes. 
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PART  y. 

"  IT  is  not  only  what  he  does,  it  is 
what  he  does  not  do  " — these  were 
the  words  of  a  charming  woman 
who  came  to  seek  solace  for  her 
miserable  marriage.  She  had 
married  him  in  infatuation,  think- 
ing that  it  was  love  ;  he  was  her 
senior  by  twenty  years ;  they  had 
worked  in  the  same  office,  he 
as  manager,  she  as  secretary. 
She  was  a  little  "  bourgeoise," 
pretty,  flattered  by  his  attentions  ; 
he  of  good  county  family,  flirtatious, 
attracted  by  the  young  woman, 
whose  head  was  well  screwed  on,  so 
— marriage  or  nothing — so  they 
married.  He  full  of  ardour,  she 
distinctly  passive.     He  as  strong  as 
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a  horse,  strapping ;  a  tyro  in  love- 
making,  growing  into  a  tyrant. 
She,  delicate,  sensitive,  slim,  expect- 
ant of  something,  the  portent  of 
which  she  did  not  realize.  She 
hated  him  after  the  first  contact ; 
hers  was  submission  and  pain  ;  his, 
relentlessness  in  causing  it.  He 
consoled  her,  indicating  that  this 
first  step,  like  many  others  in  life, 
was  difficult.  She,  full  of  appre- 
hension at  his  approach,  looked 
upon  every  day  as  a  painful  prepara- 
tion for  what  might  be  demanded 
of  her  at  any  hour. 

And  he,  more  and  more  en- 
tranced by  her  charms,  grew  more 
and  more  frantic  in  his  desires. 
Before  marriage  there  was  a  certain 
communion  of  thought  between 
them,  they  argued  and  discussed  ; 
after,    she,    feeling    what  was  ever 
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lurking  in  his  mind,  and  weary  of 
returning  everlastingly  to  the  same 
subject,  found  that  she  had  nothing 
to  say  to  him.  Their  meals  became 
silent;  she  thwarted  his  efforts  at 
conversation  ;  she  began  to  hate 
him  ;  his  skin,  his  touch,  his  com- 
panionship by  day,  and  especially 
by  night.  When  he  talked  of 
children  she  shuddered  and  en- 
riched the  chemist  to  prevent  them. 
One  day,  when  they  were  ready 
for  a  party,  she  in  all  the  glory  of 
her  beauty  and  her  war-paint,  wild 
desire  possessed  him.  He  forgot  that 
even  the  most  passionate  of  women 
would  repel  her  lover  when  she  had 
adorned  herself  to  fascinate  the 
world.  By  force  he  tried  to  prove 
himself  the  master  ;  then,  in  her 
anger  and  her  anguish,  she  seized  a 
wet   sponge  and   flung   it    at   him, 
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spoiling  his  shirt  front.  And  he, 
mad  with  rage  and  desire,  struck 
her.  Afterwards  he  ate  humble 
pie  and  tried  a  hundred  ways  to 
patch  up  the  broken  pieces  of  their 
married  life,  but  it  was  of  no  avail. 
Their  mutual  presence  became  a 
torment  and  an  eternal  bore.  As 
he  belonged  to  a  religious  family, 
as  means  were  small,  and  she  had 
no  resources  of  her  own,  they 
vegetated  on  for  some  time,  but 
their  life  was  hell.  At  length  they 
engineered  a  divorce — it  is  the  right 
word  under  our  ridiculous  laws 
which  only  allow  a  severance  of  the 
bonds  on  pain  of  contumely  of  one 
of  the  parties.  She  found  with 
another  man,  if  not  romance,  but 
what  she  called  repose  of  mind  and 
body  ;  he,  once  more  swayed  by 
passion  and  disciplined  by  the  only 
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way,  wedded  a  girl  of  twenty  to  his 
fifties,  and  allowed  his  former  wife 
a  miserable  pound  a  week. 

Now  what  was  the  origin  of  this 
case,  which  is  but  one  of  thousands. 
First  of  all,  the  fact  that  the  man 
had  to  marry  to  attain  his  end. 
Had  they  defied  convention  they 
would  have  spared  themselves  a  long 
span  of  misery.  They  w^ould  have 
discovered  that  between  them  there 
was  one  great  bar  to  happiness — 
the  state  of  things  which  is 
crystallized  in  the  comprehensive 
expression,  "physical  disinclination." 
These  twain  had  nothing  in 
common  ;  there  was  no  inner  tie 
to  hold  them  ;  they  were  not  of  the 
same  breed,  of  the  same  turn  of 
thought  ;  they  did  not  see  eye  to 
eye  ;  their  skin  was  not  of  harmon- 
ising   tissue  ;     their    kiss    did    not 
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overwhelm  their  whole  being,  except 
perhaps  the  man's  in  the  flare  up  of 
sensuality;  their  build  did  not  make 
for  happy  joining  ;  the  would-be 
pleasure  of  the  one  was  the  torture 
of  the  other ;  nor  did  either  of 
them  understand  that  in  love,  as  in 
other  fine  arts — and  love  is  the 
finest  of  them  all — gentle  practice, 
not  vehemence,  begets  harmony  of 
line  and  tone  and  achievement. 
Had  he  played  his  Stradivarius  as 
an  artist,  with  ardour  tempered 
by  finesse,  instead  of  violently,  like  a 
fiddler  of  a  German  band  (of 
horrible  memory),  he  might  have 
become  her  alter  ego  and  not  a  foe 
whose  every  act  committed  or 
omitted  riled  the  chords  of  her  soul. 
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PART  VI. 

IF  the  aforesaid  is  read  with  under- 
standing it  is  not  merely  a  case.  It 
is  the  die  of  myriads.  The  average 
man  has  no  notion  whatsoever  how 
to  treat  the  woman  he  weds.  To 
him  she  is  all  too  often  a  chattel, 
a  reservoir,  a  machine,  a  superior 
servant,  a  housekeeper,  a  plaything, 
a  child  of  inferior  mental  calibre, 
unfit  to  be  initiated  into  the  inner 
recesses  of  his  soul,  eke  his  purse 
and  business  ventures.  In  court- 
ship he  adores,  in  honeymoon  he 
worships ;  in  real  marriage  he  forgets 
his  vows,  his  protestations,  his 
effusions  (oh,  those  love  letters, 
were  they  but  held  up  to  the  man 
some    years     after    marriage),    the 
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thousand  and  one  little  attentions 
which  kindle  the  love  of  woman 
far  more  intensely  than  strings  of 
pearls,  a  gown,  or  a  new  hat.  He, 
and  I  know  them  by  the  score,  nay, 
by  the  gross  and  quire,  thinks  mostly 
of  himself;  he  goes  to  the  club 
after  dinner,  to  golf  on  Sundays, 
and  leaves  her  alone ;  when  there 
are  no  children,  with  her  needle, 
her  book  and  her  lamp  ;  and  when 
there  are,  he  soothes  his  conscience 
with  the  thought  that  "My  wife 
has  her  time  well  filled."  Grad- 
ually the  meals  become  monotonous, 
the  conversation  sparse,  the  physical 
side  a  thing  prosaic  and  hygienic. 
As  one  woman  put  it  sneeringly, 
"  Oh,  those  rainy  Sunday  after- 
noons ! "  With  boredom  and 
monotony  enters  temptation.  The 
fresh  fields  and  pastures  new  of  the 
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Other  woman  met  by  accident,  who, 
it  may  be  because  she  too  is  lonely, 
it  may  be  that  she  seeks  the  easiest 
way  to  be  freed  from  financial 
embarrassment,  is  ripe  for  conquest. 
And  lo  and  behold,  the  man 
changes,  he  finds  in  the  new  woman 
what  he  misses,  or  has  misread  in 
his  wife  ;  in  her  caress,  which  ex- 
perience may  have  taught  her  to 
perfection  and  "  raffinement,"  he 
feels  rejuvenated,  he  fancies  himself 
a  fine  figure  of  a  man,  a  perfect 
lover.  He  forgets,  poor  fool,  that 
he  sees  the  other  woman  but  now 
and  again  ;  that  it  is  not  a  case  of 
breakfast,  lunch,  dinner  and  the 
rest  of  it ;  that  what  she  tells  him 
interests  him  because  it  is  lime- 
lighted by  the  coming  "  heure  du 
berger,"  that  it  is  her  business  to 
attract  him  by  subtle  devices,  that, 
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to  use  the  words  of  a  Parisienne  who 
held  a  very  fast  friend  of  mine  for 
thirteen  years,  after  which  he 
married  her,  "J'ai  su  ^tre  tous  les 
jours  une  nouvelle  maitresse  pour 
lui." 

Above  all,  he  fails  to  see  that 
what  he  seeks  elsewhere  is  waiting 
for  him  at  home.  If  man  would 
only  try  to  treat  his  wife  with  the 
same  subtlety,  the  same  romantic 
abandon  as  his  mistress ;  if  he 
would  make  a  cult  of  her,  look  upon 
her  body  as  well  as  her  soul  as  a 
land  of  infinite  possibilities ;  if  he 
would  study  her  curves,  her  tissue, 
her  collier  de  Venus,  her  curls 
swirling  round  her  neck,  her  thou- 
sand and  one  attractions  with  the 
same  exploring  curiosity  with  which 
he  worships  his  "  ch^re  amie  "  ;  if 
he  would  not  only  let  her  guess  but 
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let  her  know  what  attracts  him  ;  if 
he  would  now  and  again  uncork 
festive  champagne  accompanied  by 
an  oyster  on  the  hearthrug,  and 
play  the  sultan  at  the  feet  of  the 
odalisque,  weaving  heavenly  dreams 
of  divine  happiness  in  the  wavelets 
of  the  cigarette,  if — I  say  it  boldly 
— he  would  rouse  her  by  word, 
caress,  and  all  the  poetry  of  the  love 
game,  without  ever  descending  to 
that  which  is  sheer  lust  and  per- 
version, he  would  discover  a  new 
being  and  lay  out  the  flower-bed  of 
a  new  honeymoon  lasting  beyond 
middle  age  and  the  dread  of  its 
changes. 
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PART  VII 

IT  is  in  their  choice,  in  their 
slavery  to  the  impulse  of  youth  and 
the  rising  tide  of  the  life-saps  that 
most  men  commit  the  fatal  error  of 
their  lives.  To  seek  a  wife  means 
not  only  to  select  an  agreeable  bed- 
fellow. "  La  grande  passion,"  as 
the  French  call  it,  is  an  ephemeral 
thing.  It  is  like  the  typhoon  that 
springs  up  in  the  ocean.  It  rages 
with  violence,  its  works  havoc 
without,  then  it  gradually  settles 
down  and  there  begins  that  even- 
ness of  tide  which  is  the  doldrums 
of  marital  happiness.  By  all  means 
let  passion  be  a  fellow  hunter  in  the 
chase.  No  platonic  marriage  (in 
the  awry  sense  in  which  the  word 
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platonic  is  understood  in  England) 
can  succeed.  Passion  is  the  condi- 
ment of  matrimony.  But  the  ruling 
factor  must  be  companionship. 
Two  souls  mated  in  general  outlook, 
however  much  they  may  differ  in 
temperament  and  temper,  the 
marconigrams  from  heart  and  head 
to  head  and  heart  beyond  the 
spoken  word.  In  courtship,  when 
the  blood  courses  wildly  through 
fired  veins,  there  is  often  a  mutual 
eloquence  of  endearment  and  dis- 
cussion which  would  herald  well  for 
the  future.  But  it  is  merely  a  will 
o'  the  wisp.  When  lives  settle 
down  in  the  more  or  less  humdrum 
of  the  daily  routine,  the  conversa- 
tion, generally  and  particularly 
"under  four  eyes,"  diminishes  in 
impetus,  variety  and  impulse. 
Slowly  but  surely  the  commonplaces 
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of  life  take  their  place  ;  of  course, 
there  are  exceptions,  the  restaurant, 
the  theatre,  the  holidays,  the  ups 
and  downs  of  fortune's  wheel  ; 
the  coming  of  child,  its  hopes, 
development,  upbringing.  But 
generally,  I  repeat,  the  vocabulary 
of  the  normal  wedded  couple  in 
England,  which  is  not  disturbed 
by  violent  dissensions,  bickering, 
nagging,  and  all  the  many  things 
that  carry  war  near  the  domestic 
hearth,  is  so  small  and  so  banal  that 
committed  to  paper  it  would  astonish 
most  of  us.  Yet,  in  spite  of  this 
seeming  sameness,  these  pauses  in 
public,  which  no  foreigner  can 
understand — for  even  the  most  ill- 
regulated  marriages  on  the  Continent 
talk,  talk,  talk,  ad  infinitum — there 
are  married  people  in  plenty  who 
are   as   happy  as    the  day   is  long. 
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These  are  the  elect.  They  have  no 
need  of  words  to  converse.  They 
have  no  need  to  talk  for  talking's 
sake.  They  do  not  attempt  to  kill 
time  by  words.  They  are  having 
a  high  old  time  in  silence,  for  in  the 
dumbness  of  lips  their  souls  speak  to 
one  another  all  the  time  in  tacit 
communication.  To  them  a  long 
evening  at  home  with  a  book,  a  long 
railway  journey,  with  a  paper,  en- 
livened now  and  again  by  an  ex- 
clamation, a  smile,  a  glance  round 
the  room  or  out  of  the  window  is  an 
everlasting  entertainment.  For 
the  oars  of  their  minds  strike  the 
waters  of  thought  in  the  harmony 
of  the  pendulum,  and  their  little 
life-craft  ploughs  along  in  calm 
tides  in  the  infinite  joy  of  serene 
happiness. 
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PART  VIII. 

TO  know  when  you  may,  and  to 
feel  when  you  mayn't,  that  is  the 
great  secret  of  conquering  a  woman, 
even  when  her  character  proves  to 
be  difficult.  And  here  are  a  few 
hints  so  simple  in  appearance  that 
you  could  hardly  realise  how  diffi- 
cult it  is  to  follow  them. 

Remember  that  by  sex,  by  her 
nervous  tissue,  her  organic  constitu- 
tion, a  woman  is  quite  a  different 
being  from  a  man.  Her  brain  is 
more  direct  than  ours ;  her  vision 
less  cumbered  by  detail.  Hence  a 
normal  and  educated  woman  is  a 
great  helpmate.  She  goes  straight 
to  the  point  where  we  are  apt  to 
lose  our  vision  in  details.  On  the 
other    hand,    she    is    more     highly 
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Strung  and  greatly  influenced  by 
physical  conditions.  In  incipient 
puberty,  in  menstruation,  in  preg- 
nancy, above  all  in  the  transitional 
period  when  the  saps  of  procreation 
are  sterilised  by  the  autumnal  sun 
(a  change  which,  according  to  great 
doctors,  operates  in  man  too,  and 
accounts  for  many  strange  happen- 
ings and  vagaries),  the  woman  is 
not  herself.  It  is  then  that  the 
man  has  to  prove  his  tact  as  well  as 
his  consideration.  A  clever  French- 
man, Ernest  Blum,  the  dramatist, 
has  aptly  summarised  the  situation 
in  a  phrase  of  his  much  discussed 
play  of  the  nineties,  "  Paris  fin  de 
siecle."  The  hero  was  a  Lothario, 
the  heroine  a  young  widow  whom 
he  adored.  But  she  would  cure 
him  of  his  wayward  ways  before  she 
linked  her  fate  to  his,  and  at  length. 
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when  she  accepted  him,  she  said, 
"  Sachez,  mon  cher  ami,  qu'avec 
une  femme  il  faut  de  I'indulgence 
et  beaucoup  de  patience."  It  was 
the  word  of  the  situation  in  general. 

When  a  woman  is  petulant,  don't 
rile  her. 

When  a  woman  is  upset  about 
little  things  of  household  and  toil- 
ette, don't  mock  her. 

When  a  woman  cries,  let  her  cry  ; 
don't  try  to  dry  her  tears  or  to  laugh 
at  them. 

When  a  woman  is  voluble,  don't 
stem  the  tide,  let  her  have  her 
steam  off,  as  the  company  director 
said  to  his  colleagues  during  a 
stormy  meeting,  after  a  bad  report. 

When  she  accepts  your  caress  in 
lukewarm  response,  abstain,  watch, 
and  ten  to  one  she  will  repay  you 
tenfold  for  your  patience. 
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When  a  woman  has  her  painful 
days,  soothe  her,  give  in,  don't  argue, 
don't  force  your  consolations,  your 
kisses  and  your  cajolings  on  her. 
Remember  that  nature  has  ordained 
that  apathetic  rest  for  her  sake  and 
for  yours. 

When  a  woman  has  inclinations 
of  luxury  and  pleasures,  don't  wait 
till  she  bursts  out  in  reproachful 
expressions  of  her  desires,  it  is  your 
business  to  forestall  them  ;  a  little 
pleasure  at  the  right  time,  a  new 
hat  or  a  mere  indication,  a  love 
trip  at  a  hint,  and  in  a  smaller  way 
a  little  thought  en  route  from  work, 
a  bunch  of  violets,  a  box  of  choco- 
lates, an  unexpected  dinner  a  deux 
in  a  restaurant.  Oh,  my  dear  fellow- 
men,  you  have  no  idea  what  it 
means,  how  that  other  heart  will  go 
out  to  yours,  how  she  will  forgive 
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you  for  all  your  little  faults  and 
peccadilloes. 

Again,  be  house-proud  ;  her  home 
is  a  good  woman's  altar  ;  the  more 
candles  you  burn  at  it  the  brighter 
the  hearth  ;  nor  keep  her  short  of 
money  if  you  can,  or  ask  her  what 
she  has  done  with  it.  You  cannot 
cure  a  spendthrift,  but  a  normal 
woman  will  thank  you  for  crediting 
her  with  thrift  and  wisdom. 

Never  ask  a  woman  an  account 
of  her  time  ;  let  her  tell  you  ;  she 
will  tell  the  truth  if  she  is  not  con- 
strained, and  if  you  urge  her  like  a 
t^kmaster,  she  may  tell  you,  "  I 
have  been  to  Selfridge's  or  Peter 
Robinson's,"  when  for  aught  you 
may  know  she  has  had  a  tete-a-tete 
tea  in  a  little  flat  in  Mayfair. 

Never  criticize  her  taste  when 
she  proudly  exhibits   a    new   gown 

44 


THE   ETERNAL   FENflNINE 
or     anything    appertaining    to    her 
toilette — appreciate   it,  and   reserve 
your  exceptions  until  after  the  first 
flush. 

Never  open  her  letters  nor  ask 
what  is  in  them,  lest  she  may  resort 
to  the  dangerous  game  hide-and- 
seek. 

Never  meddle  in  the  kitchen 
nor  interfere  with  the  maids,  and 
where  the  education  of  the  children 
is  concerned,  let  her  speak  first,  and 
then  convert  her  gently  if  you 
think  the  occasion  demands  it. 
Remember  that  home  is  her  realm, 
and  that  the  child  has  grown  under 
her  heart — you  are  but  the  sower, 
she  is  the  soil  and  the  reaper. 

Last,  but  not  least — if  she  be 
jealous,  avoid  as  much  as  you  can 
every  cause  ;  remember  that  jealousy 
is  a  passion,  that  it  is  in  the  blood, 
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that  it  is  the  monogamous  spirit, 
which  originally  was  the  woman's 
safeguard  of  motherhood.  Just  as 
man  cannot  fathom  the  whole  being 
of  woman,  so  woman  cannot  under- 
stand the  construction  of  man. 
She  knows,  but  she  cannot  under- 
stand that  nature  created  her  a 
receiver  and  man  an  aggressor. 
Nor  can  you  ever  cure  a  jealous 
woman  by  arguing  with  her  when 
she  is  roused.  Abide  your  time  ; 
let  her  have  her  say  ;  then  carefully 
ponder  over  yours  and  seek  a  pro- 
pitious opportunity  to  convince  her 
that,  like  Don  Quixote,  she  fights 
windmills,  and  that  even  in  the 
case  of  a  docile,  loving  man,  it  is 
wisdom  to  let  sleeping  dogs  lie. 
Many  a  man  has  sought  solace  else- 
where because  insensate  jealousy  drove 
him  away  from  accusation  and  abuse. 
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Of  all  human  foibles  jealousy  is 
the  most  difficult  to  be  dealt  with, 
nor  can  either  man  or  woman  be 
expected  to  wear  blinkers,  and  in 
the  times  we  live  in,  jealousy  is  as 
much  engendered  by  women  as  it  is 
provoked  by  men.  And  the  excuse 
of  man  is  the  exquisite  cunning 
with  which  woman  lures  him  in 
every  extravagance,  or  rather  scarc- 
ity, of  toilette.  It  is  all  very  well 
to  preach  restraint,  but  even  Saint 
Anthony  and  Joseph  would  be  sorely 
tempted  by  the  modes  of  to-day. 

Still,  a  wise  man  will  live  up  to 
"  tout  comprendre  "  ;  if  he  is  very 
wise  he  will  acknowledge  that  after 
all  the  jealousy  of  a  woman  (despite 
all  its  excrescences)  is  the  greatest 
compliment  that  she  can  pay  him, 
for  it  means  that  the  one  she 
possesses     is     to     her    the    human 
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Lord  of  Creation — the  Elect  of  the 
Elect. 

When  man  will  feel  the  same 
toward  woman,  treat  her  as  his  pal 
and  his  equal,  with  a  difference, 
the  world  will  turn  more  evenly, 
towards  which  purpose  this  little 
book  is  sent  forth  "for  better  or 
for  worse." 
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